Chapter III


 I tiptoed to her, as close behind as possible, quickly put my right hand firmly on her mouth and simultaneously cupped her breasts with my left hand, giving them a gentle squeeze.  Her reaction was even more dramatic than I had imagined.  I could feel an involuntary shiver that shook her entire frame and I could manage to stifle the scream from her mouth, only with very great difficulty, just at the nick of the time, before she could utter a shriek.  She was exhibiting extraordinary strength to shake off the assailant from behind and so I hastily whispered, “Don’t worry dear! It is only me.  Sorry that I gave you a shock. I just wanted to surprise you.”  So saying, I started playing with her left earlobe and the cheek with my tongue and lips, rubbing and squeezing her breasts harder with my left hand at the same time.  Her breasts felt larger and rounder, but I was a bit puzzled that .even after hearing my voice her struggle did not stop. She was trying desperately to shake me off.  But I was not that easy to get rid off.  Not for nothing have I attended wrestling classes in my college days! My grip was like a vice and she was simply no match for me. Through my right hand cupped firmly against her mouth, some unintelligible sounds escaped faintly.  In the mean time, my expert tongue and lips and left hand were doing an excellent job. Within seconds, I felt the stiffness in her body give way suddenly and she wasn’t resisting me any more!

In fact, I felt her body going limp and she started leaning back heavily on me for support, gasping. Her stifled shriek turned into insistent moans, unmistakably sexy.  I felt triumphant.  I felt her rear treasures pressing on my pole which had grown very hard by that time. It was trying to tear my underwear apart and peep out. She started writhing uncontrollably and her heavenly bottoms were rubbing and moving against my throbbing stick.  I felt I could not last long in that position. So I just lifted and carried her off to the middle of the drawing room.  I started kissing her and her response was terrific.  We started exploring into each other’s mouth with great vigour, as though our survival depended on it.  Our hands got very busy and in just under fifteen seconds, we managed to tear off all our clothes, throwing them off wildly hither and thither.  


Now that we were both totally naked, we held each other tightly and the kissing continued even more passionately.  Although we had kissed a thousand times before, I felt her kiss was some what different then.  It appeared to be more probing, more demanding.  Her lips also tasted different and her tongue felt different too. I put it all down to the separation of four days from each other and I was enjoying the kisses immensely.  It was pleasantly surprising to me that even her breasts had grown softer and larger; the nipples appeared larger too.  It had become quite dark by then, and we couldn’t really see each other, which was no problem at all.  After all, for what we were doing there was no need for any light!  In fact, in the absence of light, the sense of touch becomes more acute and every nerve cell in our bodies was in full attention. 

 I started kissing those wonderful globes and I again got the feeling that they tasted somewhat differently.  She was immensely enjoying the tricks my hands, lips and tongue were playing on her boobs.  She could not tolerate my lifting my mouth off even to take breath and she brutally pulled my head towards them, forcing those swollen nipples back into my mouth.  Her moans were louder and more insistent than they had ever been in the past and that goaded me further on.  It amused me to think, even in the middle of all that love play, that she was behaving not as one who has missed sex for just four days (we had climaxed four times the night before I had gone on my trip), but one who had been starved of sex for months.  And those moans were doing strange things to me.  I felt a compulsive urge to push my throbbing member into that wonderful throat which was producing such extremely sexy moans.


The urge became desperate and unbearable.  So, I stopped sucking at her breasts and groped forward towards her mouth.  Probably, she had felt the same way too, because she promptly guided my swollen stick to her mouth with great urgency.  The warmth and softness of her full lips and tongue sent me into ecstasy.  Without taking it out of her mouth, she slightly raised herself and gently pushed me backwards, making me lie flat on my back on the carpet. She spread my legs apart and got to the business in right earnest.  Positioning herself comfortably, she started eating out my banana with expertise.  Oh, my God! It was pure heaven!  Where and when did she learn to eat it that way?  In the past six months of married life, she had eaten my cock, maybe, scores of times.  Although I had always enjoyed it, what I was experiencing just then was some thing beyond words.  It looked as if the intervening four days have turned her into a different woman – a more experienced, a more efficient lover than what she had been till just four days ago!  

I just could not think of the possibility that I could be actually making love to a different woman, not to my wife at all! As an intelligent reader, you might have guessed by now, that I was not really having sex with my wife at all at the time!  It was going to take some more minutes before I found out that the woman, so demanding and so satisfying, was not my wife at all, but her mother! How come (no pun intended)? 

Some times, real life is more dramatic, even more dramatic than imagination. I decided to surprise my wife with my own little plan, but Providence had planned a greater surprise for me. 

What had happened?

***************

